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Caldwell,  Charles  A. 


Washington  And  Lincoln 


"When  February  comes  around," 


Washington  and  Lincoln.  '"■ 

(Awarded  $1.) 

When  February  comes  around, 

It  brings  a  celebration 
Of  two  great  days,  for  two  great  men, 

Who  helped  to  build  our  Nation. 

One  was  great  George  Washington, 

Who  chopped  tbe  cherry  tree; 
The  other  was  Abe  Lincoln,  » 

Well  known  to  you  and  me. 

When  George  chopped  down  the.  cherry  tree, 

He  could  not  teil  a  lie. 
When  his  father  asked,  "Who  did  this  trick?" 

George  said,  "Father,  it  was  I." 

When  Abe  was  young  he  studied  hard, 

From  morning  until  night; 
He  wrote,  with  charcoal,  on  a  spade, 

And  read  by  dim  firelight. 

CHARLES  A-  CALDWELL  (age  11). 

1673  Columbia  road  northwest. 


Career,  Thomas 


Abraham  Lincoln  wAs  some  gfeat  oak  that  lifts  it's  rugged  form" 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


By  Dr.  Thomas  Calver 


As  some  great  oak  that  lifts  its  rugged  form 

And  spreads  its  arms  upon  the  mountain's  crest, 
Withstands  the  fury  of  the  fiercest  storm 

While  huddled  flocks  beneath  its  shelter  rest; 
And  then,  while  sunshine  gilds  the  scenes  around, 

By  lightning  lurking  in  a  passing  cloud 
Its  heart  is  cleft  from  top  to  parent  ground, 

Its  robe  of  verdure  burnt  to  rusty  shroud: 

So  Lincoln  stood  through  War's  tempestuous  time, 

His  country's  honor  sheltered  in  his  heart, 
Upon  the  nation's  heights,  unswerved,  sublime; 

For  lofty  deeds  by  Heaven  set  apart; 
Then  as  he  saw  the  angry  clouds  retire, 

His  trust  yet  safely  to  his  bosom  borne, 
There  fell  the  baneful  stroke,  with  mission  dire, 

That  left  a  nation's  soul  with  anguish  torn. 

The  pathos  of  the  gaunt  and  towering  frame, 

The  modest  ways,  the  martyr's  mournful  eyes, 
Might  well  have  filled  the  blackest  heart  with  shame, 

Ere  it  could  bid  the  smiting  hand  to  rise; 
The  witchery  of  the  pathetic  smile, 

That  told  the  story  of  the  burdened  mind, 
In  reason's  light  had  failed  not  to  beguile 

The  morbid  murderer  to  mood  more  kind. 

The  mountain  path  to  danger  often  treads, 

For  cruel  envy  loves  a  lofty  mark. 
The  name  revered  alike  by  foes  and  friends, 

May  stir  the  ire  of  minds  with  madness  dark, 
Until  they  reck  not  what  their  spleen  may  bring 

Of  evil  to  the  welfare  of  the  state; 
Nor  care  they,  as  the  weapon  strikes  the  king, 

How  great  the  fall,  if  but  the  fall  be  great. 

Immortal  Lincoln!    For  his  strength  above 

The  nation's  needs,  be  his  the  nation's  praise; 
But  yet  it  is  his  weaker  side  we  love, 

His  sweet  humanity  and  simple  ways; 
And  though  that  strength  of  soul  and  nerve  and  mind 

A  nation  saved  and  calmed  a  nation's  fears, 
In  his  great  heart  and  tender  eyes  we  find 

The  charm  that  yet  brings  forth  a  nation's  tears. 


Camp,  Blanche  Hammond 


Lincoln 


"Lincoln,  the  toy  attuned  to  natures  sound," 


LINCOLN 

Lincoln,  the  boy,  attuned  to  nature's  sound, 
Sensed  hidden  powers  in  untrampled  ground, 
He  eagerly  faced  the  world  with  unsealed  eyes — 
Beheld  the  wonderways  of  star-sown  skies. 
He  toiled  on  river,  harnessed  uncleared  land, 
Wielded  the  axe,  strong  armed  and  rough  of  hand ; 
He  grasped  each  opportunity  he  saw, 
Through  borrowed  books  he  became  versed  in  law. 

Far  from  clamorous  or  discordant  note 
He  builded  character  midst  hills  remote. 
On  Hoosier  soil  he  attained  man's  estate, 
Hours  of  naive  study  urged  him  to  emulate. 
Years  have  not  dimmed  the  beauty  of  the  spot 
Where  lies  the  mother  he  never  forgot; 
Seeds  of  truth  and  knowledge  were  given  birth 
Beside  her  knee  at  an  open  fire-lit  hearth. 

Lincoln,  the  man,  our  nation's  defender, 
A  quick  decision  for  freedom  he  did  render, 
Calm,  forceful,  the  spokesman  of  his  age, 
Unfathomed  wisdom  of  the  noted  sage, 
He  gave  themes  from  a  fertile  mind  unmarred, 
A  tome  of  life  with  pages  uncut,  unscarred. 
He  knew  the  starry  heights  concerning  earth, 
Yet  possessed  an  unusual  wit  and  mirth. 

He  penetrated  lonely  solitude, 

And  soared  to  realms  of  life's  beautitude. 

Faith  was  the  attribute  of  Lincoln's  power 

That  armed  him  to  guide  a  nation's  war-hung  hour. 

In  lifting  up  the  brutal,  fiery  torch 

His  heart  felt  the  sting  of  a  searing  scorch. 

Unquenchable,  unselfish,  without  fear. 

Simple  of  mein — greater  than  king  or  peer. 

His  leadership  laid  not  in  outward  deed, 
But  in  the  hearts  of  people  in  dire  need. 
A  master  spirit  lay  prone — crucified, 
Victorious  conqueror  though  he  died. 
Among  historic  men  he  is  the  best  known, 
This  earnest  man  who  often  walked  alone. 
His  past  integrity,  peerless,  profound, 
Keeps  generations  enthralled,  spellbound. 

In  the  city  where  he  reached  death's  darkest  night, 
Out  of  the  fog  and  rain  or  dappled  light, 
Between  tall  columns,  on  a  marble  seat 
Within  the  depths  of  a  shadowed  retreat, 
A  moulded  figure  watches  as  if  it  knew 
The  human  pageant  passing  in  review. 
Beauty  of  sculptured  granite  lauds  his  name, 
Dignified  bronze  depicts  notable  fame. 

A  park  made  beautiful  by  Nature's  loom 
Enfolds  the  greatest  shrine,  his  mother's  tomb, 
Put  high  above  earth's  mortal  lanes— his  soul, 
Freed — his  deeds  recorded  on  a  supernal  scroll. 

—BLANCHE  HAMMOND  CAMP. 


Camp,  Blanche  Hammond  Nancy  Hanks  Lincoln 


"A  woman  pioneer,  heroic  through 
great  sacrifice*" 


NANCY  HANKS  LINCOLN. 

BY  BLANCHE  HAMMOND,  CAMP.  ,    ,  •/ 

[Mrs.  Camp,  Boonville  poet,  has  given  The  Sunday  Star  special 
permission  to  print  this  poem.  MPs.  Camp  is  to  read  the  poem  at 
services  to  be  conducted  at  the  grave  of  Abraham  Lincoln's  mother — 
Nancy  Hanks  Lincoln — at  Lincoln  City  Wednesday — Lincoln's  birth- 
day. The  services  will  be  conducted  by  the  Boonville  Press  Club,  In- 
diana Lincoln  Union  and  Southwestern  Indiana  Civic  Association.'] 


A  woman   pioneer,    heroic  through 

great  sacrifice, 
No  splendid  pomp  or  royal  robe  were 

of  her  life  a  part. 
Her  home,  a  crude  log-hewn  cabin 

in  an  unchartered  land, 
But    golden    grandeur    lay  deeply 

cloistered  in  her  heart ; 
A   labor-tried    soul,    submerged  by 

simple,  homely  things. 
With   fortitude   she   met  privations 

that  obscured  her  way; 
Patiently  she  kept  bright  embers  of 

motherhood  aglow 
When  mystic  shadows  caught  and 

blurred  the  hut  at  end  of  day. 
She  was  endowed  with  rare  intelli- 
gence of  humanity; 
Beneath    a    homespun    dress  there 

pulsed  an  innate  understanding. 
The  universe  still  feels  the  force  of 

her  ageless  power. 
Influence  of  her  brief  life  will  always 

be  commanding. 
O  mother  of  Lincoln,  revered  by  all. 

Unknowingly  she  cradled  a  nation's 

fate  close  in  her  arms 
And  left  to  us  a  priceless  legacy — 

the  son  she  bore. 
Undaunted  he,  the  wayfinder,  kept 

faith  and  nobly  built 
A  foundation  for  freedom  that  will 

last  forever  more. 
Through  primal  days,  crucial  years 

of  war  and  tragedy, 
Her  spirit,  radiant  with  measureless 

immensity, 
Inspired  and  guided  this  courageous, 

fearless  man 
With  love  of  country  moulded  into 

divine  intensity. 
Only  the  wind's  poignant  eloquence 

was  her  funeral  dirge. 
Sequestered  in  a  quiet  world,  cloaked 

with  exquisite  jade, 
Upon  a  hallowed  knoll  there  stands 

her  consecrated  shrine, 
Where    choiring   birds   rehearse  at 

dawn  an  anthem  unafraid. 
Here,  protected  by  fragrant  spruce 

and  tall  cathedral  trees, 
One   can   conjure   the   lonely  hour 

when  on  this  sacred  sod 
A    man,     athirst     for  childhood's 

scenes,    returned    to  humbly 

pray, 

And  his  great  soul  was  lifted  with 
an  urgent  sense  of  God. 
O  mother  of  Lincoln,  revered  by  all. 

A  web  of  stars  enfolds  the  earth 
with  mellow  candleshine, 

That  weaves  a  magic  spell  above  her 
thrice-blest  mortal  dust, 

Etching  nature's  magnificent  pattern 
of  Deity. 

Indiana  will  proudly  guard  and  keep 


this  sacred  trust. 
Let  us  turn  back  a  seared  and  yel- 
lowed page  of  history, 
When  all  the  country  mourned  the 

hour  of  Lincoln's  martyrdom, 
And  vision  this  loyal  mother  at  eter- 
nity's gate — 
Exalted,"  triumphantly    waiting  for 

his  soul  to  come. 
Dare  we,  the  people  of  today,  forget 

to  honor  her 
Who  had  the  wisdom  of  sages  with* 

out  the  world's  acclaim? 
It  was  not  chance  that  she  gave  life 

to  this  leader  of  men, 
But  destiny  building  cornerstones  for 

the  Hall  of  Fame. 
We  will  raise  high  for  her  the  torch 

of  truth  and  loyalty. 
Our  hearts  remembering  will  cherish 

this  great  open  space 
Where  mortals  stand  in  humbleness 

as  at  an  altar  rail — 
This  spot  that  holds  at  eve  the  hush 

of  God  upon  its  face. 
O  mother  of  Lincoln,  revered  by  all. 


Campbell,  Sybil  I 


Lincoln  -  An  Inspiration     "As  I  sit  do*n 


 M 


As  I  sit  down  and  start  to  write  this  petty  verse  of  mine 
I  think  of  al  ithe  people  who  have  honored  thy  great  name — 
Of  kings,  of  queens,  of  everyone  who's  loved  you  so  alway. 
"Tis  you,  O  Abraham  Lincoln,  I'm  thinking  of  today! 

You  were  not  born  to  riches  and  could  not  buy  your  fame-, 
But  you  put  forth  the  effort  and — you  got  there  just  the  same! 
You  loved  the  just,  despised  the  wrong,  did  good  where'er  you  might. 
No  doubt,  for  this  someone  has  left  the  wrong  way  for  the  right. 

'Twas  not  just  one  great  deed  you  did  that  makes  us  love  you  so. 
But  little  things  done  every  day,  that  only  go  to  show 
You  loved  your  God,  you  read  his  word  and  followed  as  you  could, 
Doing  what  He'd  have  you  do  as  you  traveled  through  this  world. 

All  earthly  things  must  go;  In  time,  at  the  Great  Reaper's  call, 
But  you  have  left  behind  you  a  high  Ideal  for  all. 
Though  the  man  himself  w'e  earthly  beings  cannot  hope-  to  see, 
Your  deeds  will  live,  O  Lincoln,  throughout  eternity!'* 

SYBIL  I.  CAMPBELL, 
..  ^.^.^-..L-.-.-— v  Aged  18,  428  West  Edwards. 


Oanan,  Cecil 


February's  Great  Men 


Two  famous  men  whose 


names  we  praise; 


FEBRUARY'S  GREAT  MEN 

By  Cecile  Canan 


Two  famous  men  whose  names  we  praise. 

In  February  had  their  natal  day*; 
George  Washington,  the  first  of  these, 

"First  in  war  and  first  in  peace." 
First  to  sense  the  country's  need, 

Backing  up  with  word  and  deed 
His  firm  belief  in  Freedom,  sweet, 

Set  a  new  nation  on  its  feet. 

Passed  fifty  years  and  storm  clouds  black, 

Menaced  a  nation  grown,  but  slack; 
Divided,  crying  in  alarm, 

When  outstretched  Lincoln's  mighty  arm, 
With  courage,  yet  with  sorrow,  too, 

He  did  the  work  he  had  to  do; 
With  cords  that  nothing  e'er  can  sever, 

He  bound  the  broken  parts  together; 
Rebuked  the  people  for  their  strife, 

Sealed  the  reunion  with  his  life. 

O  may  the  lives  of  these  two  men, 
Help  our  great  nation,  once  again! 

And  may  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  unfurled, 
Become  a  beacon  to  the  world! 
Fresno. 


THE  FRESNO  MORNING  REPUBLICAN.  TUESDAY,  FEBRUARY  5,  1924. 


Canan,  Keith 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN'S  TENTH  BIRTHDAY  "Dawn  courses  through 

the  wilderness  and  drives" 


Abraham  Lincoln's  Tenth  Birthday 

February  12,  1819.  By  KEITH  CANAN. 

Dawn  courses  through  the  wilderness  and  drives 
Its  glittering  shafts  of  light  through  every  chink 
And  crevice  of  the  cabin's  weathered  walls. 
Within  the  crude  hut  of  the  pioneer 
The  sleepers  waken,  rise  and  set  about 
The  round  of  simple  chores  which  sum  their  lives. 
The  paling  embers  of  the  blackened  hearth, 
By  skillful  hands  revived,  now  flame  anew, 
The  earthen  floor  is  swept,  the  door  unbarred, 
The  board  is  set,  the  rough-hewn  benches  drawn, 
The  frugal  meal  partaken,  and  therewith 
Another  day  begins. 

,  Without  the  bright 

Pellucid  scene  is  thronge'd  with  prophecies. 
The  swelling  willow  buds,  the  woodland  stir, 
The  carefree  whistle  of  the  cardinal, 
All  point  the  vernal  season's  near  approach. 
The  sun,  fast  creeping  northward,  hard  besets 
The  shrunken  remnants  of  the  deepest  drifts, 
And  melts  them  into  rivulets  which  haste 
To  swell  the  flood  of  Little  Pigeon  creek; 
And,  where  but  yesterday  the  snow  lay  white, 
A  verdant  newness  thrusts  its  countless  spears, 
Responsive  to  the  first  faint  call  of  spring 
And  glad  without  remorse.    For  Nature's  folk — 
Her.  birds  and  trees  and  blooms — live  wholly  for  • 
Their  joyous  day;  and  Nature's  dead,  who  died 
By  winter's  frosty  hand,  are  all  forgot. 
Stage  Man,  who  freights  the  burden  of  today 
With  vain  regrets  and  bodings  of  tomorrow, 
Who  would  undo  past  years,  presage  unknown, 
'Tis  he,  alone,  who  hopes  and  recollects. 

Along  the  muddy,  rutted  trail  that  runs 
Across  the  cabin  clearing  to  the  woods,  % 
A  boy  of  10,  in  thoughtful  mood,  now  comes. 
His  lengthy  stride  and  ruddy  face  reveal, 
By  contrast  with  his  crudely  mended  jeans 
And  hard-worn  boots,  the  rugged  health  of  youth. 
Oblivious  of  the  morning's  gay  appeal, 
Unnoting  all  save  whither  lies  his  way, 
■He  bends  his  footsteps  from  the  trail  into 
A  seldom-trodden  path  that  leads  him  where, 
Atop  the  thickly-wooded  hill,  there  lies 
A  low  and  unmarked,  leaf-strewn  mound  of  clay. 

Four  months  have  passed,  four  months  of  autumn's  chill, 

Of  winter's  biting  winds  and  swirling  snow, 

Since  in  this  bed  of  earth  he  saw  them  lay 

The  one  whose  love  his  earliest  years  had  known. 

He  stands  a  moment,  silent;  then,  impelled 

By  some  unconscious  reverence,  he  kneels 

Beside  the  homely  grave,  while  from  his  heart 

His  childish  sorrow  vents  itself  in  tears 

Which  dim  the  light  and  mist  the  tracery 

Of  fretted  shadows  cast  by  leafless  trees. 

Lo,  in  this  lonely  glade,  the  miracle 

Of  life  transcendent  as  it  perish eth, 

Of  spirit  which  no  sepulchre  can  seal, 

Of  love  that  cannot  know  the  bonds  of  death. 

What  though  we  cannot  hear  his  voice,  we  feel 

His  thought  and  words  ere  they  are  cast  in  breath: 

"If  only  she  could  know — could  hold  my  hand, 
And  put  her  arm  around  me — talk  to  me— 
She  wouldn't  forget.  Last  time — last  time  she  said 
A  few  more  birthdays,  and  I'd  be  a  man 
With  work  to  do.   She  prayed  that  I  might  be  • 
A  strong  and  brave  and  honest,  man — and  I 
Will  be,  for  maybe — maybe  she  will  know." 

Day  yields  to  day,  the  seasons  come  and  go, 


Cam an ^  tSE-iTh 


jf^EITH  (^ANAN 

115  SOUTH  GLADSTONE  AVENUE 

INDIANAPOLIS    1,  INDIANA 


March  22,  1947 


The  Lincoln  national  Life  Foundation 
l;,ort  Wayne,  Ind. 

iitt :    Largaret  Moellering,  Secretary, 

Gen  tlemen  , 

With  reference  to  my  letter  of  Jan.  11,  and  your  reply 
of  Jan.  20,  I  am  sending  you  herewith  copies  of  the  MiJ)  NEWS  for 
Sept.,  1937,  and  February,  1928. 

In  the  Sept.  1937  issue  will  "be  found  an  article  on  the 
Lincoln  Country  of  Southern  Indiana.     On  page  191  of  that  issue  is 
a  paragraph  concerning  the  program  at  \*hich  my  poem  was  read.  This 
lead  to  the  publication  of  the  poem  in  the  i"eb  1938  issue.  This 
will  be  found  on  the  inside  back  cover.     Unimportant  as  it  is,  I 
am  pleased  to  contribute  it  to  your  collection.  "> 


Sincerely  yours, 


3  ■? 


iyUpLA^.  


The  potent  stream  of  science,  art  and  trade 

Scarce  touched  this  quiet  vale.    The  simple  cares 

Of  rough,  adventuring  frontiersmen  made 

The  substance  of  their  world  and  its  affairs. 


Here  came  the  child,  here  lived  the  youth  and  man, 
He  knew  these  hills  and  daily  trod  this  soil; 

Here  character  was  formed,  and  here  began 
His  mind  to  quicken  and  his  hands  to  toil. 


The  rocks  were  his  companions,  and  the  trees, 

The  woodland  sounds  by  day,  the  stars  at  night, 

The  visions  which  the  youthful  dreamer  sees 
In  fancy  by  the  cabin  fireside's  light. 

From  such  he  sprang,  nor  knew  the  vain  pretense 
That  marks  the  civilization  of  the  crowd; 

And  hence  he  came,  as  judged  by  worldly  sense, 
Unheralded,  unschooled  and  unendowed. 


What  prophet  could  foretell?   None — none,  save  him 
Who,  peering  through  the  years  still  closely  veiled, 

Might  catch  a  glimpse  of  that  dark  interim 
When  hatred  flamed  and  compromises  failed. 


MEMORIAL  ODE 

Read  at  the  Grave  of  Nancy  Hanks  Lincoln 


That  hour  when  rock  and  clay,  primeval  wood, 

Swift  mortal  change  and  steadfast  stars  above, 

Were  soul  and  sustenance  of  him  who  stood 
A  tower  of  strength,  of  justice  and  of  love. 


How  sweet  the  rustic  solitude  that  lies 

About  the  hallowed  precinct  of  this  mound! 

In  life,  its  beauty  spread  before  her  eyes; 

In  death,  its  solemn  grandeur  clothed  her  'round. 

How  vainly  words  her  elegy  proclaim! 

Unknown  she  lived;  unknowing,  gave  her  race 
An  heritage  in  that  immortal  name 

Which  draws  the  pilgrim  hither  to  this  place. 

For  this  is  one  of  earth's  intrinsic  shrines — 

Those  tranquil,  blest  retreats  where  men  discern 

The  great  Creator's  marvelous  designs, 

And  clear  is  writ  what  sages  fain  would  learn. 


That  hour  when  honor,  truth,  and  faith  in  right, 
The  homely  virtues  which  this  mother  taught, 

Became  the  fiery  pillar  of  our  night, 

And  glorified  the  miracle  she  wrought. 

For  when  the  Master  summons  men  of  worth 

His  everlasting  purpose  to  reveal, 
He  forms  them  from  the  elements  of  earth 

And  shapes  them  at  adversity's  hard  wheel. 


Thus  ran  of  old,  and  runneth  yet,  the  bright 
Unending  epic  of  earth's  truly  great; 

Who  scale,  undaunted,  the  empyreal  height 

While  fainter  souls  within  the  valley  wait. 


What  prophet,  faring  through  the  pathless  wood, 
And  led  by  chance  in  that  far  distant  day 

To  this  secluded  scene,  in  reason  could 

Have  dreamed  what  cryptic  seal  before  him  lay? 


So,  come  we  to  the  wilderness  today 

To  fire  our  waning  faith,  and  touch  again 

The  altars  of  their  strength,  and  know  the  way 
Where  walked,  of  yore,  brave  women  and  strong  men; 


What  seer  could  have  perceived  the  palm  which  Time 
Prepared  for  him  who  knelt  in  sorrow  here; 

Or  gauged  the  life,  so  simple  yet  sublime, 

Which  closed  its  brief  existence  at  this  bier? 


That  we  may  better  follow  where  they  led, 

With  step  more  firm,  with  faces  toward  the  light- 
True  progeny  of  these  illustrious  dead, 

A  nation  pressing  on  for  God  and  Right. 

Keith  Canan 

Ford  Motor  Company — Indianapolis 


Carleston,  Edward  N.  Lincoln  "  0  Lincoln,  if  thou  couldst 

hear" 


By  EDWARD  NATHANIEL^AeEestoS 


O  Lincoln,  if  thou  couldst  hear 

By  mystic  plan  the  soul  of  man 
The  people's  tears,  the  nation's  prayer. 

If  thou  canst  stoop  to  see 

From  heaven's  height  to  set  aright 
The  people's  plea  for  more  like  thee. 

Why  canst  thou  not  feel 

In  sacred  sod  thy  great  reward  ' 
The  people's  weal  made  of  thy  steel? 

In  thy  bed  of  sweet  repose 

Canst  thou  sleep  while  we  ween? 
Thy  people  shows  where  plant  the  rose. 

Deep  in  the  shade  of  night 

We  heard  thy  song  to  none  a  wron- 
The  people's  fight,  a  nation's  right 

The  man  of  sorrow  won 

E'en  above  heaven's  love 
The  nation's  son,  malice  for  none. 

Ah.  where  thy  spirit  goes 

rZ°r!lT^'s  morn  with'°«t  a  thorn, 
ifie  people  know  thy  sweet  repose. 

None  can  forget  thy  place 

Of  love  and  peace,  "Let  anger  cease  " 
The  people's  mace,  the  nation's  grace.  ' 

Today  we  for  thee  weep, 

For  thy  spirit  goes  'neath  the  rose 
Thou  canst  not  weep,  so  sleep.  ' 

So  now  we  hnmblv  come 

O  God,  with  fears  and  tears, 
Our  hearts  are  deep,  but  dumb 


Carlisle    Horace  C.  "I  NEVER  HAD  A  CHANCE"       "If  over  a  pine-knot  at 

'  night" 


*  *  * 

"I  Never  Had  a  Chance" 

If  over  a  pine-knot  fire  at  night, 

With  charcoal  on  a  spade, 
Young  Abraham  Lincoln  learned  to 
write 

And  cipher,  without  aid, 
Then  rose  to  the  super-heights  divine 
|    Unhandicapped  by  "can't" — 
What  reason  has  youth  today  to! 
whine: 
"I  never  had  a  chance?" 

If  Abraham  Lincoln,    through  the 
aisles 

Of  nature's  darkest  nook, 
By  night,  walked  his  eighteen  weary 
miles 

To  borrow  just  a  book, 
With  naught  but  the  stars  of  hope  to 
shine 

Along  his  dark  advance— 
What  reason  has    youth    today  to 
whine: 
"I  never  had  a  chance?" 

If  out  on  the  wildest  of  frontiers 

Known  but  to  nature's  heart 
Offspring  of  the  simplest  pioneers 

Young  Lincoln  got  his  start 
By  learning  in  nature's  school  divine 

To  master  circumstance — 
What  reason    has  youth    today  to 
whine: 

"I  never  had  a  chance?" 

— Horace  C.  Carlisle  in  The  Journal 
of  the  National  Education  Association. 


Carlson,  Ruth 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


"He  was  "born  in  a  little  log  cabin, 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


By  Ruth  Carlson,  Aged  1J,  29 
Lanark  Street,  Worcester 

He  was  bora  in  a  little  log  cabin,  i 
Just  at  the  edge  of  a  wood. 

He  worked  so  hard  for  his  mother, 
And  was  always  very  good. 

He'd  sit  by  the  fireplace  reading, 
In  the  evening  when  the  chores 
were  done. 
At  night,  his  light  came  from  the  fire, 
During  the  day,  it  came  from  the 
sun. 

"Abe"  was  always  smiling, 

His  face  was  never  sad. 
He  always  studied  the  best  he  could, 

From  the  few  bocks  that  he  had. 

|  Now  that  &wr  friend  who  freed  the 
1  slaves, 

Will  be  remembered  on  Sunday,  the 
twelfth, 

|  A  long  time  ago,  before  we  were  born, 
He  died,  his  fame  will  never  melt. 


Carman,  Bliss 


Man  of  Peace 


"tiihat  winter  holiday  is  this" 


*************** 


THE  MAN  OF  PEACE 

TX7HAT  winter  holiday  is  this? 
" "  In  Time's  great  calendar, 
Marked  with  the  rubic  of  the  saints, 

And  with  a  soldier's  star, 
Here  stands  the  name  of  one  who  lived 

To  serve  the  common  weal, 
With  humor,  tender  as  a  prayer, 

And  honor  firm  as  steel. 

No  hundred  years  can  dim 

The  radiance  of  his  birth, 
That  set  unselfish  laughter  free 

From  all  the  sons  of  earth. 
Unswerved    through    stress    and  scant 
success, 

Out  of  his  dreamful  youth 
He  kept  an  unperverted  faith 

In  the  almighty  truth. 

Born  in  the  fulness  of  the  days, 

Up  from  the  teeming  soil, 
By  the  world-mother  reared  and  schooled 

In  reverence  and  toil, 
He  stands  the  test  of  all  life's  best 

Through  play,  defeat,  or  strain; 
Never  a  moment  was  he  found 

Unlovable  or  vain. 

Fondly  we  set  apart  this  day, 

And  mark  this  plot  of  earth 
To  be  forever  hallowed  ground 

In  honor  of  his  birth, 
Where  men  may  come  as  to  a  shrine 

And  temple  of  the  good, 
To  be  made  sweet  and  strong  of  heart 

In  Lincoln's  brotherhood. 

— Bliss  Carman. 

*************** 


Carman,  Bliss  The  Man  of  Peace  "What  winter  holiday  is  this?" 


T5HE  JtfAH  OF  'PEACE 


WHAT  winter  holiday  is  this? 
In  Times  great  calendar, 
Marked  with  the  rubric  of  the  saints, 

And  with  a  soldier's  star, 
Here  stands  the  name  of  one  who  lived 

To  serve  the  common  weal, 
With  humour,  tender  as  a  prayer, 
And  honour  firm  as  steel. 

J^p  hundred  hundred  years  can  dim 

The  radiance  of  his  birth, 
That  set  unselfish  laughter  free 

From  all  the  sons  of  earth. 
Unswerved  through  stress  and  scant  success, 

Out  of  his  dreamful  youth 
He  \ept  an  unperverted  faith 

In  the  almighty  truth. 


Born  in  the  fulness  of  the  days, 

Up  from  the  teeming  soil, 
By  the  world-mother  reared  and  schooled 

In  reverence  and  toil, 
He  stands  the  test  of  all  life's  best 

Through  play,  defeat,  or  strain: 
?iever  a  moment  was  he  found 

Unlovable  nor  vain. 

Fondly  we  set  apart  this  day, 

And  mar\  this  plot  of  earth 
To  be  forever  hallowed  ground 
In  honour  of  his  birth, 
Where  men  may  come  as  to  a  shrine 

And  temple  of  the  good, 
To  be  made  sweet  and  strong  of  heart 

In  Lincoln  s  brotherhood. 

— Bliss  Carman. 


Carman,  Bliss 


Man  of  Peace 


"What  winter  holiday  is  this?" 


i 


iiAH  OF  PEACE 


What  winter  holiday  is  this? 

in  Time's  great  calendar, 
Marked  in  the  rubric  of  the  saints, 

And  with  a  soldier's  star, 
Here  stands  the  name  of  one  who  lived 

To  serve  the  common  weal , 
With  humor  tender  as  a  prayer 

And  honor  firm  as  steel. 

Born  in  the  fulness  of  the  days 

rju  from  the  teeming  soil, 
By  the  world-molten  reared  and  schooled 

In  reverence  and  toil, 
He  stands  the  test  of  all  life's  hest 

Through  ulay,  defeat,  or  strain, 
Never  a  moment  was^he  found 

Unlovable  nor  vain. 

0  South,  bring  all  your  chivalry; 

and  West,  ffive  all  your  heart; 
Anf  Ealt ,  your  old  untarnished  dreams 

Of  urosress  and  of  art. 
Bid  waste  and  war  to  he  no  more, 

Bid  wanton  riot  cease; 
At  your  command  give  Lincoln' s  land 

To  Paradise,— to  peace. 

Bliss  Carman 


irom  the  Illhois  State  Register 
Feh.  12,  1932 


Carmichael,  Sarah  E. 


THE  FtTvERAL  OF  LIHCOLN 


"All  rivers  seaward  wend." 


The  Funeral  of  Lincoln, 

All  rivers  seaward  wend.  \ 
All  mortal  life  must  end. 
Weep  for  the  Nation's  friend. 
Every  home  and  hall  was  shrouded, 
Every  thoroughfare  was  still; 
Every  brow  was  darkly  clouded, 
Every  heart  was  faint  and  chill. 
Oh  the  inky  drop  of  poison 
In  our  bitter  draught  of  grief. 
Oh  the  sorrow  of  a  Nation 
Mourning  for  its  murdered  chief. 
Bound  in  the  Reaper's  sheaf- 
All  mortal  life  is  brief. 
Weep  foi  the  Nation's  chief: 
Bands  of  mourning  draped  the  homestead 
And  the  sacred  house  of  prayer: 
Mourning  folds  lay  black  and  heavy 
On  true  bosoms  everywhere. 
Yet  there  were  no  tear  drops  streaming 
From  the  deep  and  solemn  eyo 
Of  the  hour  that  mutely  waited 
Till  the  funeral  train  went  by. 
Oh  there  is  a  woe  that  crushes 
All  expresion  with  its  weight: 
There  is  a  pain  that  numbs  and  hushes 
Feeling  sense,  it  is  so  great. 
Strongest  arms  were  closely  folded, 
Most  impassioned  lips  at  rest  ; 
Scarcely  seemed  a  heaving  motion 
In  the  Nation's  wounded  breast. 
Tears  were  frozen  in  their  sources, 
Blushes  burned  themselves  away; 
Language     bled     thro'     broken  hearted 

threads. 
Lips  had  nothing  left  to  say. 
Yet  there  was  a  marble  sorrow 
In  each  still  face  chiseled  deep, 
Something  more  than  words  could  utter, 
Something  more  than  tears  could  weep. 

Selfishlv  the  Nation  mourned  him, 

snrain^J  it=  oVi.pftQjn  a,nd  its  friend; 

Eve  no  traitor  mist  coula  aaixtn, 

Arm  no  traitor  power  could  bend; 

Heart  that  gathered  the  true  pulses 

Of  the  land's  indignant  veins, 

And  with  their  tempestuous  spurning 

Broke  the  slave's  tear-rusted  chains. 

Heart  that  tied  its  iron  fibers 

Round  the  Union's  starry  band; 

Martyr's  hearts  that  upward  beating 

Broke  on  hate's  assassin  hand: 

Oh:  the  land  he  loved  will  miss  him, 

Miss  him  in  its  hour  of  need; 

Mourns  the  Nation  for  the  Nation 

Till  its  tear-drops  inward  bleed. 

There  is  one  whose  life  will  mourn  him 

With  a  deep  unselfish  woe; 

Ona  who  owned  him  chief  and  master 

Ere  the  Nation,  named  him  so. 

That  the  land  he  loved  will  miss  him 

Does  she  either  think  or  care? 

No,  the  chieftain's  heart  is  shrouded 

And  her  woman's  world  was  there; 

No  the  Nation  was  her  rival, 

Let  its  glory  shine  or  dim; 

He  hath  perished  on  its  altar— 

What  were  many  such  to  him? 

Let  him  rest;  it  is  not  often 

That  his  soul  hath  known  repose^ 

Let  him  rest;  they  rest  but  seldom 

Whose  successes  challenge  «>es. 

fie  was  weary— worn  with  .watching. 

Sfs  Ufe-crown  of  power  hath  pressed 

Oft  on  temples  sadly  aching; 

He  was  ^^^^RMICHAEt. 


J   WR I GKT 


OUR  HERITAGE 

(for  Lincoln's  birthday) 
By  AGNES  CARR 

"Let  us  have  faith  that  rirht  makes  might  and  in  that  laith  let  us, 
tp  the  end,  dare  to  do  our  duty."  — Lincoln 

This  is  the  heritage  he  left  to  us, 
This  Great-heart  loved, 
Who  served  his  country  well. 

He  gave  us  faith. 

A  beacon  through  the  years, 

To  guide  us  -through  the  country's  stormy  years. 

This  is  the  heritage  he  left  to  us, 
Our  martyred  President, 
Who  loved  humanity. 

He  taught  us  that  a  duty  nobly  done, 
Is  fine  achievement 
In  the  round  of  life. 

This  is  the  heritage  he  left  to  us, 
A  faith  in  God, 
A  love  of  man!. 

(Copvrig^v  by  Boston  Traveler) 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

-    (An  acrostic  for  Lincoln's  Birthday) 
By  AGNES  CARR 
A  song  we  lift  today  to  one  who  lives 
Beyond  the  clouds  that  veil  another  world; 
Remembering  the  deeds  of  courage  fair, 
Adorning  shining  pages  of  his  life. 
His  was  a  gallant  soul;  full  well  he  served 
A  nation  passing  through  a  tragic  hour; 
May  we  in  gratitude  his  name  revere! 

Lincoln,  martyred  President  and  friend 

In  every  instance  to  the  sore  oppressed; 

None  braver  than  this  statesman,  greatheart  true; 

Calm,  steadfast,  while  the  war  drums  harshly  beat; 

On  you  we  look  with  eyes  of  faith  and  love, 

Lincoln,  American  of  whom  the  world  is  proud, 

No  modern  hero  tears  you  from  high  place! 

^OouyriKbt,  1»35,  bx  Boston  Traveler) 


/ 


Carr,  Agnes 


FREEDOM  FOR  ALL  MEN         "He  faltered  not,  he  knew  hi 

cause  was  just" 


Freedom  for  All  Men 

(Thought  for  Lincoln's  Birthday) 

By  AGNES  CARR 

He  faltered  not,  he  knew  his  cause  was  just, 

And  he  pressed  on 

While  others  scoffed  and  scorned; 

He  had  an  ideal  for  the  land  he  loved, 

Freedom  for  all  men. 


He  died  a  martyr,  but  his  name  lives  on 
In  history 

Shining  there  for  all  to  see; 

Great  heart  he  had,  and  he  was  truly  great 

In  life  and  death. 

Joday  our  sons  fight  for  the  same  ideal, 

Freedom  for  all  men, 
And  Lincoln's  hands  uphold  them  all  the  way. 

(Copyright,  194H,  by  Boston  Traveler) 


Carr,  Agnes 


ABRAHAM  LI  COLIC 


"God  made  him  wise  - 


S&rafjam  Itncoln 

By  AGNES  CARR 

God  made  him  wise — 

He  made  him  strong  and  steadfast 

As  the  lighthouse  beam 

Across  the  stormy  sea. 
God  made  him  kind — 

He  gave  him  heart  and  soul  aflame 

For  the  sore  oppressed 

To  lift  them  from  despair. 
God  made  him  just — 

To  see  the  good  in  every;  man 

And  so  set  his  course 

Through  dark  and  tragic  years. 
God  made  him  brave — 

To  face  the  foe  on  every  hand 

And  never  hesitate 

Though  bitter  was  the  way. 

Thank  God  for  him — 

A  man,  four-square,  who  nobly  lived 
And  just  as  nobly  died. 
Thank  God  for  Lincoln! 


Carr,  Edwin  Hamlin 


Lincoln 


"Born." 


Lincoln 


By  Edwin  Hamlin  Carr 
Born. 

A  Pioneer's  life. 
The  Nation's  hero  in  the 
Nation's  strife. 

Wonderful  eyes— loving,  sad, 
wise; 

Large  hands,  for  caress 
To  helplessness. 
A  man,  playing  a  man's  part. 
Planting  roses  in  your  heart. 
A  world  man — strong,  slender, 
fit 

Like  the  rails  he  split. 
Dead? 

This  world;  then  another 
Provide  wide-margin  pages 


for  our  brother. 

Ossining,  N.  Y. 


Cary,  Alice 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN       "No  glittering  chaplet  Drought  from 

other  lands I" 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 

FOULLY  ASSASSINATED,  APRIL  14,  1865—  INSCRIBED  TO  FUMCB 


BY  ALICE  CART. 


No  glittering  chaplet  brought  from  other  lands ! 

As  in  his  life,  this  man,  in  death,  is  ours  ; 
His  own  loved  prairies  o'er  his  "gaunt  gnarled  hands  " 

Have  fitly  drawn  their  sheet  of  Summer  flowers  I 

What  need  hath  he  now  of  a  tardy,  crown, 
His  name  from  mocking  jest  and  sneer  to  save?  - 

When  every  ploughman  turns  his  furrow  down 
As  soft  as  though  it  fell  upon  his  grave. 

He  was  a  man  whose  like  the  world  again 
Shall  never  see,  to  vex  with  blame  or  praise  ; 

The  landmarks  that  attest  his  bright,  brief  reiga 
Are  battles,  not  the  pomps  of  gala-days  I 

The  grandest  leader  of  the  grandest  war 
That  ever  time  in  history  gave  a  place  ; 

What  were  the  tinsel  flattery  of  a  star 
To  such  a  breast  1  or  what  a  ribbon's  grace  1 

'Tis  to  th'  man,  and  th'  man's  honesfrwortfr, 
The  nation's  loyalty  in  tears  upsprings  ; 

Through  him  the  soil  of  labor  shines  henceforth 
High  o'er  the  silken  broideries  of  kings. 

The  mechanism  of  external  forms— 

The  shrifts  that  courtiers  put  their  bodies  through, 
Were  alien  ways  to  him — his  brawny  arms 

Had  other  work  than  posturing  to  do ! 

Born  of  the  people,  well  he  knew  to  grasp 
The  wants  and  wishes  of  the  weak  and  small ; 

Therelore  we  hold  him  with  no  shadowy  clasp — 
Therefore  his  name  is  household  to  us  all. 

Therefore  we  love  him  with  a  love  apart 

From  any  fawning  love  of  pedigree — 
His  was  the  royal  soul  and  mind  and  heart —  ' 

Not  the  poor  outward  shows  of  royalty. 

Forgive  us  then,  0  friends,  if  we  are  slow 
To  meet  your  recognition  of  his  worth — 

We're  jealous  of  the  very  tears  that  flow 
From  eyes  that  never  loved  a  humble  hearth. 


Cary,  Alice 


HYMN  FOR  OUR  PRESIDENT 


"Our  mightiest  in  our  midst  is  slain 
The  mourners  weep  around" 


HYMN  FOR  OUR  PRESIDENT. 


BY  ALICE  CART. 


Onr  mightiest  in  our  midst  is  slain 
The  mourners  weep  around, 

Broken  and  bowed  with  bitter  pain 
And  bleeding  through  his  wound. 

Broken  and  bowed  ;  with  anguish  tornj 
We  cry,  great  God,  for  aid  ;  - 

Night  fell  upon  our  opening  morn, 
And  we  are  sore  afraid. 

Afraid  of  our  infirmities 

In  this,  our  woful  woe — 
Afraid  to  breast  the  bloody  seas 

That  hard  against  us  flow. 

Our  enemies  have  bared  the  sword 
We  sheathed,  and  struck  us  through,, 

And  all  the  people  cry  out,  Lord, 
What  wilt  thou  have  us  do  ! 

Be  with  our  country  in  this  grief 

That  lies  across  her  path  ; 
Lest  that  she  mourn  her  martyred  chiet 

With  an  unrighteous  wrath. 

Be  with  her— stay  her  up  with  trust 
That  looks  through  all,  to  Thee, 

And  make  her  in  her  mercy,  just, 
And  in  her  justice,  free  I 


Alice  Carey- 


Lincoln         H,Hs  to  the  man 


Abraham  Lincoln. 


'Tis  to  the  man  and  the  man's  honest  worth 

The  nation's  loyalty  in  te.;rs  upsprings. 
Through  him  the  soil  of  labor  shines  henceforth 

High  o'er  thj  silken  broideries  of  k'.ngs. 
Born  of  the  people,  well  he  knew  to  grasp 

The  wants  and  wishes  of  the  weak  and  small. 
Therefore  we  hold  him  with  no  shadowy  clasp; 

Therefore  his  name  is  houuhold  to  us  all. 


Oary,  Robert 


Lincoln 


"Anm  Rut  ledge  saw  him  — a 


LINCOLN 

By  Robert  Cary 

Anne  Rutledge  saw  him  as  I  see  him  now, 
The  gallant  lover,  stalwart  through  and 
through; 

His  homely  features  beautiful  with  true 
Chivalry  and  grace;  in  his  lined  brow 
Wisdom,  rock-ribbed;  tn  his  rough  palms 
the  prow 

Of  ships  that  sail  unfathomed  seas,  no 

crew  > 
Or  helmsman  in  the  master's  steadfast 

view 

Save  God  and  self—a  lone  and  tragic  vow. 
I  gaze  upon  a  hill  whose  lofty  head 
Has   known  all  weathers— time's  im- 
perious stains; 
Last  night  it  wore  for  its  benignant  dead 

A  star  above  contending  hurricanes, 
To  pierce  blind  shrouds!  This  morning, 
be  it  said, 
Suns  sweep  the  mountain,  yet  the  star 
remains. 


Chamberlain,  Will 


To  Kentuclcy  -  Lincoln's  Motherland 
The  Congregational  is t ,  February  11,  1926. 


"What  though  your 
cabins  dimly  set 


To  Kentucky— Lincoln's 
Motherland 

By  Will  Chamberlain 

What  though  your  cabins,  dimly  set 
Among  the  ridges,  bookless  are, 

Yet,  at  the  world's  sheer  parapet 
Beams  Lincoln's  faggot-lighted  star. 

What  though  your  native  daughters,  sons 

Too  often  kindle  clashing  feuds, 
Still,  of  Love's  all-forgiving  ones 

Looms  Abe,  the  dream  of  tattered  broods. 
O  wall  of  log  !  O  roof  of  slab  ! 

Storm,  and  a  woman  in  rare  pain — 
On  such  as  these  earth's  noblest  tab, 

From  these  man's  utmost  gain. 

What  though  your  frank  and  sturdy  soil 

Beside  the  broad  Ohio's  hem 
Grant  nothing  more  Time's  cue  to  foil, 

Yours  the  immortal  diadem. 

Up  out  of  startled  Galilee 

Went  forth  a  Man,  her  matchless  Babe  • 
O  dear  Kentucky,  out  of  thee 

Came  gentle,  Christ-like  "Honest  Abe  " 
j    Yankton,  S.  D. 


Chane,  Annette  0. 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


"Abraham  Lincoln 


inspires  us 


Abraham  Lincoln 

Abraham  Lincoln  inspires  us, 


Abraham  L.mcom  inspires  i 
He  sets  ior  us  a  new  goal, 
\  He  shows  the  spirit  of  kindness 

Must  reign  in  every  soul, 
<^  He  sets  an  example  of  patience 

\  Of  untiring  zeal  and  heart; 

He  fought  against  all  ridicule 
In  office,  he  did  his  part, 
He  believed  each  man  was  equal 
He  treated  all  the  same; 
Forgave  his  enemies,  everyone, 
And  held  them  not  to  blame. 
Lincoln's  memory  is  sacred — 
'Twill  live  'til  the  end  of  time 
~x  In  the  hearts  of  his  countrymen 

His  greatness  will  be  enshrined. 
His  deep  understanding  of  man — 
His  respect  for  the  rights  of  all — 
His  modesty  in  all  he  did, 
His  answer  to  his  country's  call. 
All  these  were  his  to  command. 
Ne'er  swayed  by  a  single  tongue — 
Lincoln's  memory  is  blessed 
Forever  his  praises  be  sung! 
Cambridge.  ANNETTE  C.  CHANE. 


Chase,  Helen 


LINCOLN  AND  ENGLAND 


"''.Tien  Lincoln  died, 
England's  voice  swept," 


LINCOLN  AND  ENGLAND 


When  Lincoln  died,  England's  voice 
swept 

Across  the  sea  in  verse  immor- 
tal; 

The  world  awoke  and  swiftly  saw 
A  great  man's  place  at  Fame's 
high  portal 
Was  Lincoln's,  and  cast-down,  be- 
reft, 

His  country  was,  to  its  heart's  core. 

And  there  was  formed  a  tie  be- 
tween 

England  and  the  new  western 
land, 

Forevermore  to  last  and  grow, 
And  in  all  righteousness  to  stand. 

Now  is  the  test.  England  we  come 
In  Lincoln's  name,  to  stand  with 
thee. 

The  New  World  pledges  her  chaste 
honor  here, 
England  thou  shalt  as  we,  be  free 
From  tyrant's  yoke  from  sea  to 


Chase,  Helen 


Lincoln' s  Land 


"The  entrance  to  it ,  rings 
always" 


>,   

LINCOLN'S  LAND  I 

i 

The  entrance  to  it,  rings  always 

To  songs  of  Western  seas; 
It  ushers  strangers  to  no  throng 

Of  men,  on  abject  knees, 
A  great  torch  voices  "Liberty" 

To  all  the  stranger-band; 
May  its  bright  message  blaze  for  aye, 

For  this  is  Lincoln's  land. 

Ah,  ye  who  stood  by  Lincoln's  tomb 

That  spring  so  long  ago 
When  he  passed  out,  and  on  your 
hearts ' 

Fell  grief's  cold,  drifting  snow. 
Yours  was  the  dole,  ours  is  the  joy, 

For  out  of  God's  right  hand 
A  heritage  comes  down  to  us, 

'tis  free,  blest,  Lincoln-land. 


Cheaney,  Margaret  M 


Lincoln' s  Days  of  Destiny 


"0  pioneers,  a  hundred 
years" 


(Tune,  "Sweet  Genevieve") 
0  pioneers,  a  hundred  years 
Have  touched  with  reverent  tenderness 
The  hill  where  first  your  homestead  fires 
Shone  o'er  a  prairie  wilderness. 
Now,  glow-worms  light  the  solitude, 
Your  homes  are  gone  from  Salem  town ; 
Its  life  was  but  an  interlude 
Of  music  destined  for  renown. 
Refrain : 

Still  o'er  the  dam,  the  river  runs; 
Still  wave  the  trees  on  Salem's  crest; 
Still  snow-drifts  melt  'neath  April  suns 
\Where,  fame-enshrined,  your  memories  rest, 
0  pioneers! 
From  "Lincoln's  Days  of  Destiny" 
by  Margaret  M.  Cheaney. 


Cheney,  Anne  Cleveland 


LINCOLN' S  DAT       "We  corae  upon  your  face  benign, B 


Lincoln's  Day 


Written   for    The    Christian    Science  Monitor 

We   come  upon  your  face  benign, 
austere,  , 
Or  deeply  brooding,  in  the  embowered 

Of  quiet  parks  where  little  children 

play; 
Or  looming  clear 

And  dominant,  against  the  murk  and 
grime 

Of  city  squares,  above  the  moving 

miles,  . 
Where  onward  urges,  all  humanity, 
Your  steadfast  eyes  hold  watch  that 

knows  no  sleep. 
In  hushed,  secluded  aisles 
Where  centuries  have  graved  their 

symbols  deep, 
We   see   you   visioned,   gazing  tar 
beyond  „  .  . 

The  hiero^yphs  along  the  frieze  of 
time, 

Into  the  vast,  eternal  verity. 

Far-echoing  choruses,  antiphonal  beat 
From  land  to  land ;  . 
Hush!  children's  treble  voices,  pierc- 
ing sweet, 
In  earnestness  and  awe,  repeat  „ 
Those  words  that  fell  upon  the  silent 
band, 

Gathered  about  you  there  at  Gettys- 
burg, , 
When  you  were  mouthpiece  for  Goa  s 
v       law  to  man. 

With  fuller  tone  the  woman-voice 
now  rings 
Elate! 

Vibrant  it  soars  and  sings 

Emancipate, 
Choiring  your  name 
In  freedom's  living  fame! 

Ah,  what  melodious  notes, 
Chanting,     chanting,    from  dusky 

throats!  . 
What  praiseful  harmonies  the  strains 

have  caught, 
Because  you  loved  and  wrought! 

Today, 

He  who  was  bond  remembers  and 

reveres;  , 
Bewildered  toilers  forward  look  in 

trust;  .  ,  . 

A  world  rebuilding  has  a  mind  tc 

work,  ■  ,  . 

Because  of  you— indubitable  P«>oI 
That  God  still  keeps  His  covenant 

with  men, 
And  naught  disrupts  the  unity  of 
good. 

Anne  Cleveland  Cheney. 


Cheney,  J.  V. 


Abraham  Lincoln 


> 

ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

Born  Feb.  12, 1809 


"Sarth  held  to  him.    The  rough- 
hewn  form 


Lincoln. 

Earth  held  to  him.  The  rough-hewn 
form. 

Looming  thru  that  unnatural  storm, 
Hinted  the  rude,  mixed  mould 
Ere  chaos  loosed  her  hold: 

A  lone,  wind-beaten  hill-top  tree, 
His    that   pathetic  majesty: 
Forlorn  even  in  his  mirth, 
His  roots  deep  in  the  earth. 

Earth's  is  he  yet.    When  from  the 
hill 

The  warm  gold  flows,  and  hollows 
fill, 

The  sunlight  shines  his  fame, 
The  winds  blaze  Lincoln's  name. 


Ay,  Earth's  he  is;  not  hers  alone, 
Blood  of  our  blood,  bone  of  our  bone. 
Love   folded   him   to  rest 
Upon  a  people's  breast. 

—John  Vance  Cheney. 


Cheney,  John  Vance 


LI1T0OLN 


"The  hour  was  on  us;  where  the 
man?" 


LINCOLN. 


The  hour  was  on  us;  where  the  man? 
The  fateful  sands  unfaltering  ran, 

And  up  the  way  of  tears, 
•  He  came  into  the  years, 

Our  pastoral   captain — forth   he  came 
As  one  that  answers  to  his  name: 
Nor  dreamed  how  high  his  charge, 
His  work  how  fair  and  large, — 


We  looked  on  him,  "  Tis  he,"  we  said, 
"Come  crownless  and  unheralded, 
The  shepherd  who  will  keep 
The  flocks,  will  fold  the  sheep." 

The  need  comes  not  without  the  man; 
The  prescient  hours  unceasing  ran, 

And  up  the  way  of  tears 

He  came  into  the  years. 


To  set  the  stones  back  in  the  wall,  Our  pastoral  captain,  skilled  to  crook, 

Lest  the  divided  house  should  fall,  The  spear  into  the  pruning  hook, 

And  peace  from  men  depart,  The  simple,  kindly  man, 

Hope  and  the  child-like  heart.  — John  Vauce  Cheney. 

— John  Vance  Cheney.  The  Independent,  February  8,  1900. 
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For  Your  Scrap  Book 
UR  pastoral  captain,  skill  to  crook 
The  spear  into  the  pruning  hook, 
The  simple,  kindly  man, 
Lincoln,  American. 

—John  Vance  Cheney. 


Cheney,  John  Vance 


LINCOLN 


"You  red  orb,  in  fame's  azure  hung, 
Is  Alexander*  s;  flushed  and  young, 


LINCOLN,  /fc 


(This  poem,  by  John  Vance  Chewy  oCClu- 
cago  is  reprinted  by  special  permission  trom 
the  Atlantic  Monthly  for  February). 
You  red  orb,  in  fame's  azure  hung, 
Is  Alexander's;  flushed  and  young, 
The  Sword  of  Macedon  \  -^is 

In  world-wars  long  agone. 

Beyond  it.  poised  where  mo  clouds  are, 
Flashes,  a'or.  \  the  cold  keen  star 
Of  Caesar,  where  it  clomb 
High  over  seven-hilled  Rome; 

Shine"  next,  as  naked  greatne"s*s  can, 
The  rival  lights  of  Charlemagne 
And  that  fair  Saxon  king 
Whojknew  no  wicked  thing." 

Bf'Svl  stars,  against  the  darkness  hold 
Shine  for  the  mighty  men  of  odd, 
Who,  as  the  strength  was  given. 
Leapt  into  memory's  heaven. 

But  he  that  never  thought  to  climb, 
Our  crowniess  king,  of  later  tinae, 
Whoiwalked  the  humble  way, 
Coming  as  comes  the  day; 

He  that,  for  kings  and  princes  all, 
Would  once  more  read  the  mystic  wall- 
Spell  out,  there.  What  was  meant 
Wheiiesa  the  Finger  went; 

He  that,  over  the  anvil  lowered, 

Would  heat  the  plowshare  from  the  sword, 

Lest  peaGe  from  man  depart, 

Yea,  hope  out  of  his  heart;  — 

Earth  held  to  him.   The  rough-hewn  form, 
Looming  through  that  unnatural  storm, 
Hinted  the  rude,  mixed  mould 
Ere  chaos  loosed  her  hold;' 

A  lone,  wind-beaten  hill-top  tree, 
His  that  pathetic  majesty; 
Forlorn  even  in  his  mirth, 
His.roots  deep  in  the  earth;  ■ 

Earth's  is  he  yet.   When  from  the  hill 
The  warm  gold  flows,  the  hollows  nil. 
The  Sunlight  shines. his  fame. 
The  wines  blaze  Lincoln's- name. 

Ay  Earth's  he  is;  not  hers  alone. 
Blood  of  our  blood,  bone  of  our  bone, 
Love  folded  him.  to  rest 
Upon  a;  People'sbreast.  CHENEY. 


J  WRIGHT 
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The  Independent,  Feb.  8,  1900 


Lincoln. 


By  John  Vance  Cheney 

THE  hour  was  on  us;  where  the  man  ? 
The  fateful  sands  unfaltering  ran, 


And  up  the  way  of  tears 
He  came  into  the  years, 

Our  pastoral  captain.   Forth  he  came, 
As  one  that  answers  to  his  name; 
Nor  dreamed  how  high  his  charge, 
His  work  how  fair  and  large,— 

To  set  the  stones  back  in  the  wall 
Lest  the  divided  house  should  fall, 
And  peace  from  men  depart, 
Hope  and  the  childlike  heart. 

We  looked  on  him;  "  'Tis  he,"  we  said, 
"  Come  crownless  and  unheralded, 
The  shepherd  who  will  keep 
The  flocks,  will  fold  the  sheep." 

Unknightly,  yes;  yet  'twas  the  mien 
Presaging  the  immortal  scene, 

Some  battle  of  His  wars 

Who  sealeth  up  the  stars. 


Not  he  would  take  the  past  between 
His  hands,  wipe  valor's  tablets  clean, 
Commanding  greatness  wait 
Till  he  stand  at  the  gate; 

Not  he  would  cramp  to  one  small  head 
The  awful  laurels  of  the  dead, 

Time's,  mighty  vintage  cup, 

And  drink  all  honor  up. 

No  flutter  of  the  banners  bold 
Borne  by  the  lusty  sons  of  old, 
The  haughty  conquerors 
Set  forward  to  their  wars; 

Not  his  their  blare,  their  pageantries, 
Their  goal,  their  glory,  was  not  his; 
Humbly  he  came  to  keep 
The  flocks,  to  fold  the  sheep. 

The  need  comes  not  without  the  man; 
The  prescient  hours  unceasing  ran, 

And  up  the  way  of  tears 

He  came  into  the  years, 


Our  pastoral  captain,  skilled  to  crook 
The  spear  into  the  pruning  hook, 

The  simple,  kindly  man, 

Lincoln,  American. 

Chicago,  III. 


Cheney,  J.  7. 


On  a  Picture  of  Lincoln 


I  read  once  more  this 

careworn  patient 
face 


On  a  Picture  of  Lincoln 

I  read  once  more  this  care-worn,  patient 
face, 

And  learn  anew  that  sorrow  is  the  dower 
Of  him  that  sinks  himself  to  lift  his  race 
Into  the  seat  of  peace  and  power. 
How  beautiful  the  homely  features  grow, 
How  soft  the  light  from  out  the  mild,  sad 
eyes, 

The  gleam  from  deeps  of  grief  the  soul 

must  know, 
To  be  so  great, — so  kind,  so  wise! 

■ — John  Vance  Cheney. 


Oheney,  John  Vance 
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"Earth  held  to  him 
rough-hewn  form," 


orm. 


Lincoln 

Earth  hcl.l  to  him.    The  rough-hewn  f 
Looming  through  that   unnatural  storm 
United  the  rude,  mixed  mold 
Ere  chaos  loosed  her  hold. 

A  lone,  wind-beaten  hilltop  tree, 
His  that  pathetic  majesty; 
Forlorn  even  in  his  mirth. 
His  roots  deep  in  the  earth. 

Earth's  is  he  yet.     When  from  the  hill 
lhe  warm  gold  flows,  and  hollows  fill 
The  sunlight  shines  his  fame. 
The  winds  blaze  Lincoln's  name. 

Aye,  earth's  he  is:  not  hers  alone, 
Blood  of  our  blood,  bone  of  our  bone 
Love  folded  him  to  rest 
Upon  a  people's  breast. 
—John  Vance  Cheney,  in  the  Atlantic. 


Chisholm,  Alexander 


Lincoln's  Birthday 


"In  memory  we  bow  today," 


LINCOLN'S  BIRTHDAY 

In  memory  we  bow  today 
For  one  whom  all  call  great 

On  history's  page  in  every  land 
The  scribes  his  deeds  relate. 

Because  in  power  he  still  was 
meek, 

In  war  could  still  forgive, 
In  days  of  doubt  could  keep  a 
faith 

That  made  a  nation  live. 

He  taught  the  world  that  kind- 
liness 

And  power  go  hand  in  hand, 
And  that  it  is  one's  love  for  man 
That  gives   him    true  com- 
mand. 

ALEXANDER  CHISHOLM. 


Choate,  Isaac  3 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


"The  prairies  to  the  moun tains 
call,M 


HOLIDAY  SELECTIONS 


Low  with  the  wail  of  the  people 

Blending  its  burdened  refrain. 
Rarer,  O  wind!  and  diviner — 

Sweet  as  the  breeze  that  went  by, 
When,  over  Olivet's  mountain, 

Jesus  was  lost  in  the  sky. 

Not  for  thy  sheaves  nor  savannas 

Crown  we  thee,  proud  Illinois! 
Here  in  his  grave  is  thy  grandeur; 

Born  of  his  sorrow  thy  joy. 
Only  the  tomb  by  Mount  Zion, 

Hewn  for  the  Lord,  do  we  hold 
Dearer  than  his  in  thy  prairies, 

Girdled  with  harvests  of  gold! 
Still  for  the  world  through  the  ages 

Wreathing  with  glory  his  brow, 
He  shall  be  liberty's  Savior; 

Freedom's  Jerusalem  thou!     —Edna  Dean  Proctor. 

ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

The  prairies  to  the  mountains  call, 

The  mountains  to  the  sea; 
From  shore  to  shore  the  nation  keeps 

Her  martyr's  memory. 

So  lowly  born 

His  birth  was  held  in  scorn 

Of  men,  and  his  estate 

So  mean  that  Fate 

Planned  how  he  should  be  great. 

His  noble  soul 

Looked  to  remoter  goal, 

Forgave  men's  taunts  and  jeers, 

Unworthy  sneers 

But  ne'er  forgot  their  tears. 

His  life  he  gave 
A  sacrifice  to  save 

His  country's  life;  e'en  those 

Who  were  his  foes 

Wept  when  they  learned  its  close. 

Now  all  the  earth 
Acknowledges  the  worth 

Of  that  great  soul,  now  Fame 

Shouts  to  proclaim 

Lincoln's  most  glorious  name.    —Isaac  B.  Choate. 
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Choate,  I.  B. 


At  Gettysburg 
National  Magazine,  July,  1913 


"Now  fields  are  fair  with 
ripening  grain-" 


at  (Gettysburg 


NOW  fields  are  fair  with  ripening  grain 
As  they  were  fifty  years  ago  _ 
When  on  the  hill-slope,  on  the  plain 
Wild  storm  of  battle  burst  amain 
With  cannon's  thunder,  shrapnel's  ram 
And  smoke  beclouding  summer's  glow. 


These  fields  were  then  wide  threshing-floor 

Whereon  was  winnowed  chaff  from  gram; 
Deep-bedded  straw  was  trampled  o'er 
By  mustering  troops  of  army  corps, 
Was  matted  with  thick-clotted  gore  _ 
Shed  faster  than  dry  earth  could  dram. 


As  on  Pharsalia's  fatal  field 

Rome's  standards  were  once  firmly  set 
When  Roman  hands  were  strong  to  wield 
A  Roman  sword  'gainst  Roman  shield. 
So  here  were  kindred  armies  steeled 
To  fiercest  fight— in  conflict  met. 


What  pulse  on  Marston  Moor  was  stilled 

Beat  strong  at  Gettysburg  once  more, 
For  battle  hostile  ranks  were  drilled, 
With  zeal  the  patriot  soul  was  filled, 
Hearts  were  with  lofty  courage  thrilled 
As  they  had  never  felt  before. 

It  was  the  Roundhead's  lineal  son 

Matched  with  brave  son  of  Cavalier; 
With  Cromwell's  Ironsides  the  one 
Could  claim  proud  share  in  victory  won, 
And  one  could  claim  was  duty  done 
To  rightful  King,  with  conscience  clear. 

As  billows  rising  from  the  sea 

Roll  in  and  dash  against  the  rock 
With  no  effect,  then  sullenly 
Are  swept  by  undertow  to  be 
Reformed,  so  Pickett's  infantry 
Charged  to  the  ineffectual  shock. 

These  slopes  of  fresh,  green  grassy  sod 

On  that  bright,  pleasant  July  day 
Were  washed  and  drenched  with  red,  warm  blood 
Poured  out  with  life  as  in  a  flood, 
Wet  soil  was  trampled  into  mud 
By  shattered  regiments  of  gray. 

Around  God's  acre  on  the  height, 

A  place  to  slumber  dedicate, 
Long  time  and  fiercely  raged  the  fight, 
From  early  dawn  until  the  night  _ 
Shut  out  the  ghastly  scene  from  sight 
Death  wrought,  grim  harvester  to  *ate. 

Thick-sown  as  stars  are  on  the  sky 

Are  graves  found  on  this  field  today, 
Unnamed  are  these  to  passers-by, 
Comrades  along  with  foemen  he, 
God  knows  which— souls  that  glorify 
The  Union  blue,  Confederate  gray. 

— Isaac  Bassett  Choate. 


Choate,  I.  B. 


For  Remembrance 


"Once  fortune  turned  away 


FOR  R£MEM§RAN^^ 

[Read  before  the  Bowdcin  Alumni  Association  of 

Boston,  Feb.  11th.  1009] 
Once  Fortune  turned  away 

From  proud  and  lordy  mansions  of  the 
great. 

She  took  as  her  companion  for  the  day 
Strong-willed  and  steadfast  Fate. 

By  trail  obscure  these  went 

Where     just    before    had    gone  the 
pioneer. 

To  rude  beginning  of  a  settlement 
Upon  remote  frontier. 

They  shunned  the  palace  gate 
And  sought  the  humble  dwelling  of  the 
poor, 

They  brought  the  highest  honors  of  the 
State 

To  lowly  cabin  door. 

That  day  there  came  to  earth 

A  nobler  spirit  from  a  higher  sphere, 
He  took  from  Fortune  gifts  of  greater  | 
worth 

Than  kings  inherit  here; 
He  took  the  gift  of  grace 

To  serve  his   fellow-man  with  equal 
zeal, 

Regardless  of  condition  or  of  race  

Kindness  for  all  to  feel. 

Close  after  followed  Fame, 

She  saw  how  deep  for  his  death  was 
the  dole, 

Sounded  her  trumpet,  loudly  to  proclaim 
The  greatness  of  that  soul. 


•        •        •        «  • 

All  America  today, 

Of  the  "blue"  and  of  the  "gray," 

A  people  one, 
Course  of  moral  purpose  see 
Through  the  fateful  century 

That  now  has  run; 
They  see  that  oh  bright  scroll  of  Fame 
Is  high  inscribed  the  glorious  name 
Of  Lincoln,  sharing  in  the  flame 

From  name  of  Washington. 

Mighty  Spirits,  sentinel 

This  our  land  you  love  so  well 

From  shore  to  shore; 
Help  to  keep  the  Nation's  heart 
Loyal  In  its  every  part, 

Sound  to  the  core, 
That  Peace  may  reign  in  all  the  land, 
The  sister  States  together  stand, 
Their  Union  close  as  hand  in  hand 

Forevermore. 

Isaac  Bassett  Choatb 


He  who  was  the  one  of  all 
In  his  country's  cause  to  fall 

With  comrade  none, 
He  it  was  whose  care  had  kept 
Vigil  close  while  others  slept, 

Himself  alone, 
Unless  there  came  with  noiseless  tread 
Beside  the  dying  hero's  bed 
Grave  shades  of  loyal  patriots  led 

By  shade  of  Washington. 

Ah,  the  burden  of  our  woe! 

Who  its  weight  and  depth  may  know 

Except  he  gauge 
That  which  Nature  to  him  parts 
.Multiply  this  by  all  hearts 

Of  every  age? 
Among  men  who  had  been  his  foes 
Hard  thought  of  him  less  bitter  grows 
And  year  by  year  still  brighter  glows 

His  name  on  History's  page. 
Death,  kind  almoner  of  Fame, 
Hushed  all  calumny  and  blame, 

Cold,  carping  sneer; 
Shrunk  to  nought  the  broad  cartoon 
Slunk  away  the  false  lampoon; 

The  idle  jeer 
Was  heard  no  more  upon  the  street, 
No  more  was  seen  In  craven  sheet- 
Coarse  travesty,  wit£  gibes  replete 
Did  promptly  disappear. 

We  who  can  recall  those  days 
Hold  in  memory  always 

Those  April  skies 
Bending  in  their  heavy  gloom 
As  a  mourner  o'er  the  tomb 

Where  Valor  lies; 
That  April  day — chill  day  of  rain 
Which  long  upon  the  heart   hath   lain  ' 
The   Nation's    grief,    the   Nation's  pain" 

But  faintly  typifies.  '  j 
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Zhc  flfoatcbless  Xtncoln 

FROM  out  the  ranks  of  common  men  he  rose — 
Himself  of  common  elements,  yet  fine — 
As  in  a  wood  of  different  species  grows 
Above  all  other  trees  the  lordly  pine, 
Upon  whose  branches  rest  the  winter  snows, 

Upon  whose  head  warm  beams  of  summer  shine ; 
His  was  the  heart  to  feel  the  people's  woes 
And  his  the  hand  to  hold  the  builder's  line; 
Strong,  patient,  wise  and  great, 
Born  ruler  of  the  State. 

Among  a  mountain  group  one  sovereign  peak 
Will  tower  aloft  unto  commanding  height 
As  if  more  distant  view  abroad  to  seek — 

First  one  to  hail,  last  one  to  speed  the  light ; 
Those  granite  sides  will  snows  of  winter  streak 

E'en  in  the  summer  with  their  purest  white; — 
Silent,  serene,  that  summit  yet  will  speak 
Of  loftiest  grandeur  to  the  enraptured  sight; 
So  Lincoln's  greatness  shone 
Supreme,  unmatched,  alone. 

— Isaac  Bassett  Choate 


Chunn,  Culpeper 


THE  PITEBMTH  BATTERY  GOING  INTO  ACTION 


"in  the  distant, 
faint  at  first," 


The  Fifteenth  Battery  Going  Into  Action 


In  the  distant,  faint  at  first, 

Like  the  warnings  of  a  storm, 
"When  the  clouds  begin  to  burst 
With  their  growling  of  alarm, 
There's  a  rumble,  grumble,  mumble, 

In  the  air  and  on  the  sod, 
There's  a  clutter,  flutter,  mutter 

Like  the  mutterings  of  God, 
And  the  rattle  of  the  battle 
In  the  distance  dies  away, 
As  the  woods  are  split  asunder 

By  the  horses  as  they  thunder  to  the  fr'ny. 
By  the  horses  as  they  thunder 
To  the  fray. 
Charge!  the  bugles  blare. 
Charge!  the  rookies  swear. 
Charge!  the  horses  rear, 

Charge!     Charge!     Charge!     Charge!  Charge! 
When  the  Fighting  Fifteenth  thunders  to  the  fray. 

Sweeping  like  a  hurricane 
Over  hill  and  over  glen, 
Plunging  with  their  might  and  main, 
/  Come  the  horses  and  the  men. 

Black  and  sweating,  fretting,  letting 

Battle  rule  them  with  its  fire, 
Grim  and  swearing,  rearing,  tearing, 

As  they  gallop  through  the  mire, 
Where  the  crying  of  the  dying. 

Mingles  with  the  bullets  whine, 
And  the  rookies  with  their  tattered 
Flag  before  them  hold  the  battered 
Firing-line. 
Pang!    the  rifles  spit, 
Pang!    the  bullets  flit,  u 
Pang!    the  triggers  grit, 
Pang!    Pang!    Pang!    Pang!  Pang! 
When  the  Fighting  Fifteenth  swings  into  the  line 

Madly  wheeling  to  the  stand 

In  the  bullet-strewn  path, 
"Action  Front!"  comes  the  command 

Like  a  bolt  of  righteous  wrath. 
Gunners  lunging,  plunging,  sponging, 

Gun  and  limber  whirl  about, 
Growing  dumber,  mummer,  glummer 

As  they  charge  the  Iron  spout, 
And  the  roaring  of  the  soaring 

Din  seems  not  so  loud  and  shrill 
As  the  fighters  watch  the  colonel 
s     Who  directs  the  guns  Infernal 
y  On  the  hill. 

Boom!    the  thunder  breaks, 
Boom!    the  forest  shakes, 
Boom!    the  foeman  quakes, 
Boom!    Boom!    Boom!    Boom!  Boom! 
When  the  Fighting  Fifteenth  centers  on  the  hill. 

(Author's  note:  The  "Fighting  Fifteenth"  was  the  Fifteenth  Battery  of  English 
Light  Artillery  annihilated  by  the  Germans  on  Belgium  soil  during  the  early 
part  of  the  war.) 

By  CULPEPER  CHUNN. 


Churchwell,  George  W. 


TRIBUTE       "Here  in  peaceful  retrospection, 


TRIBUTE  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  BY  GEORGE  W.  CHURCHWELU 
ANNUAL  BANQUET  BOARD  OF  GOVERNORS,  CONGRESS  CLUB,  FEBRUARY  nth,  1909 

HERE,  in  peaceful  retrospection,  we  are  met  to  pay  homage  to  the  memory  of  one  of  Earth  s 
grandest  noblemen,  he  of  the  tender  heart,  "with  malice  toward  none;  with  charity  for  all  " — he 
of  the  steadfast  purpose,  "  with  firmness  in  the  right,  as  God  gives  us  to  see  the  right  " — he  o(  the 
abiding  faith  in  divine  guidance,  *'if  He  has  a  place  and  a  work  for  me,  I  am  ready" — he  of  (he 
lowly  birth,  who  was  lifted  up  to  glorify  Earth's  grandest  throne — 

He  of  the  rugged  and  care-lined  face, 
Where  gladness  and  sadness  interlace, 
And  sunbeams  the  lurking  shadows  chase; 
The  Man  of  Mirth,  the  Man  of  oorrows, 
Whose  name  outlives  our  coming  morrows; 
Who  counted  friend  and  foe  as  brothers, 
His  mission — doing  good  to  others. 

He  who  proclaimed  to  the  world  :  "  God  cares,  humanity  cares,  I  care  " — he  of  whom  it  has  been 
well  said:  "He  is  our  greatest  human  inspiration  for  right  living  and  patriotic  Americanism" — 
Abraham  Lincoln. 

I  might  stop  here;  but  it  would  be  to  leave  unsaid  a  greater  thought.  It  is  my  firm  belief  that  the 
life  of  Lincoln  was  fore-ordained,  from  his  lowly  birth  to  the  moment  that  the  All-wise  Ruler  let  the 
curtain  fall;  that  his  mission  was  not  only  the  elimination  of  slavery,  but  the  preservation  of  our 
Union;  that  he  was  raised  up,  step  by  step,  from  the  depths  to  the  heights,  and  that  he  ever  felt  the 
impress  of  the  guiding  hand.  Indeed,  no  less  a  thinker  than  Henry  Ward  Beecher  is  quoted  as  saying: 
"  The  story  of  the  life  of  Abraham  Lincoln  is  a  revelation  of  the  hand  of  God  in  the  affairs  of  men." 


When  God  in  His  wisdom  needeth  a  man 
To  bring  to  fullfillment  some  all-wise  plan 

For  the  good  of  His  people  on  earth, 
He  comes  to  the  realm  of  the  lowly  life-— 
That  strenuous  region  where  living  is  strife — 

And  He  blesses  a  child  at  its  birth. 


It  was  so  in  those  misty  days  of  old. 

When  shepherds  were  watching  anear  their  fold 

And  the  Wise  Men  were  led  by  a  star. 
It  was  so  in  our  own  forefathers'  day. 
When  He  blessed  a  child  in  His  mystic  way 

In  that  humble  log-cabin  afar. 


A  child  of  the  forest,  whose  lullabies 
Were  the  weird  and  eery  sylvan  sighs 

That  danced  and  played  as  the  tree-tops  swayed. 
A  child  of  the  forest — God  placed  him  there, 
Where  the  struggle  was  hard  and  frugal  the  fare 

They  eked  from  that  clearing  anear  the  shade. 


The  "  Father  of  Waters"  ne'er  bore  on  its  tide 
A  burden  more  precious,  with  mission  more  wide, 
Than  a  flat-boat  which  floated  adown, 
'Mid  its  hills  and  its  winding, 
Each  weary  day  finding 
It  nearer  and  nearer. 
As  poled  the  young  steerer, 
To  its  goal  at  that  great  Southern  town. 


No  burden  more  precious,  no  mission  more  grave — 
From  the  land  of  the  free  to  the  homeof  the  slave. 
With  all  of  its  horror,  its  blighting  laid  bare, 
How  burdened  with  pity  his  tender  heart! 
How  throbbing  with  wrath  in  that  auction  mart, 
As  he  saw  men  sold 
For  sordid  gold. 
We  can  see  the  furrows  that  lined  his  brow, 
As  he  spake  that  solemn  and  sacred  vow; 
We  can  catch  the  gleam  of  his  fiery  glance — 
"I  will  crush  that  thing  if  given  the  chance!" 
But  who  will  gainsay  that  God  led  him  there? 


But  who  can  measure  the  miracle  wrought  ? 
And  who  can  fathom  the  stripling's  thought 

As  he  followed  the  furrows  his  ploughshare  made? 
As  his  sturdy  stroke  clave  the  mighty  oak, 
Was  it  there  the  lesson  of  growth  awoke 

Ambitions  for  power  his  environment  stayed? 


Did  some  wee  mother-bird  with  wounded  wing 
Leave  its  impress  for  pity  in  suffering 

In  those  later  days  when  a  mother  prayed? — 
Prayed  for  the  life  of  a  son  doomed  to  death — 
Blood  of  her  blood  and  breath  of  her  breath — 

Prayed — and  the  sentence  of  death  was  stayed. 


When  God  in  His  wisdom  needeth  a  man 
To  bring  to  fullfillment  some  all-wise  plan 

For  the  good  of  His  people  on  earth, 
He  comes  to  the  realm  of  the  lowly  life, 
That  strenuous  region  where  living  is  strife, 

And  He  leadeth  a  child  from  its  birth. 


He  placed  him  there  and  He  blazed  the  way 
That  lead  to  Emancipation  Day. 

Did  Lincoln  give  heed  to  the  guiding  hand  ? 
"  If  He  has  a  place  and  a  work  for  me — 
And  I  think  He  has — I  am  ready,"  said  he, 

As  he  waited  the  call  of  divine  command. 

God  had  a  place — Earth's  grandest  throne; 
God  had  a  work,  where  Lincoln  shone 
Almost  divine — almost  alone  ! 
And  when  that  mighty  work  was  done, 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won, 
The  All-wise  Ruler  let  the  curtain  fall, 
But,  gleaming  neath  that  black  and  somber  pall- 
Like  lightning  flash  in  dark  abyss — 
The  weeping,  waiting  world  read  this: 
"With  malice  toward  none,  with  charity  for  all.' 
Thus  did  this  noble,  tender-hearted  man 
Write  his  own  epitaph  in  Heaven's  plan. 
This  was  the  spirit  that  ruled  his  life, 
That  raised  him  up  from  the  lowly  strife — 
"  God  cares.  Humanity  cares,  I  care.' 
Let  us  thank  God  that  He  placed  him  there. 


fie  {»> 


